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evening was not yet done with. As she passed
Jennifer's door a voice called her.

She went in.

Jennifer was sitting on her bed in her shift,
her long white legs dangling to the floor. Her
room was in a disorder. Clothes were flung
about the floor, drawers were pulled open, the
curtains were roughly drawn, a lamp by the
bed was smoking to the ceiling,

Judith closed the door.

* What has he been saying? *

*  Oh, it is so late!'  Judith sighed.    'Dear
Jennifer------'

* No, I must know.'

* He has been saying nothing, only that he is
unhappy------*

Jennifer put out a long white arm and drew
Judith to the bed.

*  I am unhappy too!    Oh, so dreadfully un-
happy!    It is all his fault.     I hate him. ... I
have hated him for years.    Why was I such a
fool as to marry him?    He has been speaking to
you of Edward.'

' Edward? '

* Fernyhirst.      But    that    is    all    finished.
Finished long ago.    I hate him too/

Judith looked at her, and again her tiresome
maternal impulse that was for ever preventing
her real action interfered. But what was she
to do? This poor, tired, aged woman! And
once there had been that brilliant happy girl,
radiant with beauty and success, in the crimson
dress, the collar with the pearls?